MODERN TRAVEL

magically suspended gleaming dream-stuff ; glory
of vision and splendour of reality; shapeless
splendour of form; empty solidity; fantastic,
mutable, illusory as life itself. This was the level-
floating rain-cloud, a layer only a few hundred
feet thick, that makes the earth so dull a place
when it eclipses the sky, and concentrating all
dullness there, leaves the region above it stainless,
and very like conventional heaven. On those
refulgent rocks should angels sit; like them
insubstantial, glowing like them. Music should
they make with golden wires, unheard ; hymning
the evident godhead of the sun, from whom the
radiance flowed of those immaculable spaces :
wings faintly shimmering with faint changing
colour, and unbeholding eyes. In that passionless
bright void joy abode, interfused among cold
atoms of the air. Breath there was keen delight,
all earthly grossness purged.

He raced over the craggy plain, now dropping
into glens, now zooming up slopes, leaping over
ridges, wheeling round tors. Sometimes he coulcl
not avoid a sudden escarpment, and hurtled
against the solid-seenaing wall that menaced him
with destruction : he would hit it with a shockless
crash that expunged the wide universe; but in a
flash it was re-created after a second of engulfing
greyness. And when he had played long enough
in the skiey gardens, he would land on a suitable
cloud. He throttled down and glided into the
wind along the cloud surface, pulling the stick
back to hold off and get his tail down. He settled
down on the surface that looked solid enough to
support him, but it engulfed him as he stalled, and
the nose dropped with a lurch into the darkness
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